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attire, he was allowed, and indeed expected, to mark
the difference between himself and the professional or
commercial classes. His long hair was brushed forward
above the ears and scented with bear's grease or Macas-
sar oil. He could still, in 1849, wear a sky-blue tail
coat without attracting criticism. His trousers were
fastened in equestrian fashion by a strap beneath his
instep. His waistcoat was cut low across the stomach
and enriched with buttons of enamel. Above it bil-
lowed a vast kerchief of black satin secured by two
separate pins connected with each other by a thin
gold chain. In his yellow silk gloves he would carry
a light cane and an enormous hat. The seals at his
fob jingled together as he slowly walked,

In the afternoon, in front of 29 Lower Brook Street,
would wait the olive green cabriolet which had been
specially built for him by Thrupp & Maberly. He
would gather the reins together as the little groom
swung up behind. Round and round the Park he
would drive noting from afar the barouches of his
acquaintance, recognizing them not only by their
apricot or sky-blue panels, but by the liveries of the
two footmen who stood in the rumble behind, or by
the vast coats of arms embroidered upon the hammer
cloth. The cambric cuffs of his shirt were turned
back over the blue sleeves of his coat in the manner
of Count d'Orsay. And as he checked his curricle
to greet Lady Kinnoul or Mrs. Anson, he would
raise his eyes in vague appraisal of the stream of
carriages which were filing past. There would be the
older chariots, the family barouches, some Stanhope
phaeton from the country, perhaps even the new-
fangled brougham. There would be recent experi-